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The Studio 


Author's Notes: 
Please, leave your comment. That means a lot. 


A remarkable coincidence, about which perhaps one day | will write, caused that after my first year of high 
school | met members of Led Zeppelin. That meeting was relatively short, though remembered for different 
reasons by both parties. Few years later, another combination of circumstances, not random, although 


surprising, caused the events described below. 


| attended a very conservative, female high school, where several of my colleagues and myself, found a very 
good friend in the person of Miss Rose Flowers, one of our teachers. She became our ‘partner in crime’, 
providing us secretly with music newspapers or other colour magazines, sent us by the families and friends 
from the ‘outside’. Periodical press like that was highly unacceptable by the management of the school. Miss 
Flowers, Rose, was very young, not much older than us, fresh graduated from college. She loved life, she was 
full of it. We were in the wonderful seventies. It seemed that everything was possible, without unpleasant 


consequences. 


When Robert, claiming to be my cousin, found me at school and invited to spend a weekend in the company of 
his and the band, | was thrilled. But how to get out of the conservative boarding school, where for each going 
out for a coffee with your school friend you had to have permission from your teacher? And then, Miss 
Flowers came out with her helping hand, not without effort from my part, to be honest. | took a chance and 
decided to acquaint her with this story. At least with part of it. Rose Flowers has already proved to be great 
fan of rock music, including Led Zeppelin’s. So, the opportunity to meet the musicians in person, was not 
something which she could missed. She used all her wits and authority, so at the weekend, two of us went to 
meet the adventure. | was hoping that my roommate, Joan, could accompany us, but her parents have planned 
for her something else. Joan experienced a deep disappointment. 

On Saturday morning, half to ll am, Miss Flowers and | were waiting for Robert . We agreed that he would pick 
up us from school. Joan gazed at me. She asked if she could go with us downstairs, to the parlor and get to 
know Robert , since she couldn't go with us. | agreed, of course. Wow , | was so proud , as if he was actually 
my cousin. We were just hoping that they would manage to say ‘hello' before Joan's parents will arrive. We had 


no idea how would they react, seeing that young hippie guy in the venerable walls of our school. 


Robert showed up at a quarter to eleven and Joan's dream came true. He gallantly said that he was sorry , 
that she won't be able to accompany us. My friend had tears in her eyes. But Miss Flowers stood blushing like 
a schoolgirl . She couldn't take her eyes from Robert. | felt a slight sting of jealousy , | have to admit. They 
were the same age. Looked at each other with interest. Miss Flowers timidly tried to tell him that she is a fan, 
that she has all Led Zepp albums, but he silenced her. 


"It seems like I'm here incognito, so we'll talk about this later", he said with a charming smile. Miss Flowers 


blushed even more, which seemed to be not possible before. Robert looked at me and smiled again. 
"You look beautiful. Are you ready to visit the recording studio?" 


| nodded. With a corner of my eye | noticed a car belonging to Joan's parents. | pointed it to her. She sighed 
heavily and said ‘goodbye’ quickly. | decided to ask Robert later for a special autograph for her. 

We were free. Robert invited us to his car. | sat in the front. Maybe | should have to give way to the teacher. 
Robert himself, however, pointed me this place, saying that it's time to start paying his dues for our previous, 
ill-fated meeting. | felt that questioning look from Miss Flowers. She had no idea of our second meeting. It was 
easier to ignore these two question marks in her eyes as she sat in the back. In the end she gave up, relaxed 
and began to enjoy the views. Myself, on the contrary, felt bit tensed. Robert had a really heavy foot, when it 


came to pushing accelerator's pedal. 


Our trip didn't last long. We got to the building, where the recording studio was placed, as we were told. The 
rest of the band was already there. Everyone was waiting only for Robert. Their recording time was already 
coming to an end. That Saturday was the last day. Everyone was tired, exhausted even. They couldn't wait until 
they lock the door behind them and devote themselves to the sweet idleness, especially that their free time 


was not supposed to last long. 


In the studio we found a seeming mess . Behind the console, the mixer's table, sat disheveled Jimmy , 


accompanied by a sound engineer . The others sat sprawled on the couches in another part of the studio and 


were surrounded by group of girls with strong makeup and skimpy attire. They were those infamous groupies. 
Most of them, obviously , were interested in Jimmy and Robert . Their whispers grew louder, when we walked 
into the studio . Rest of the people were technicians from the studio. About fifteen people. Jimmy raised his 
head when he realized that someone came in, look at us and bent over the sliders. And.. immediately raised his 
head again , staring at Miss Flowers. She noticed it, of course, like most of us, and again blushed. Jimmy didn't 
approached to her , not started to chat. He just went back to work . Robert showed us the place where we 
could sit and pointed a table with drinks. We sat obediently and were watching them at work . It was evident 
that although they were tired , they treated their work seriously , professionally , not wasting the time. This 
work had a charm of freshness for them, it was not just " making" of the next album .| saw Robert earlier at 
concert , | saw him in private. It was incredible how he was immediately turning into professional and 


perfectionist in the studio. Instantly able to focus and switch to working mode. 


Early in the afternoon Peter Grant came by. He gazed at people gathered in the studio and pointed a thick 
finger toward the door , threw snarling " fuck off", addressing it to the girls sitting on the couch and to us. 
Was he kicking us out of there ? We exchanged confused looks . Those girls obediently stood up and marched 
out, looking at the guys sitting in a soundproof part of the studio . We also stood up from our seats. 
Fortunately , Jimmy noticed it . He leaned out and said " They stay ," and pointed us with his head. Peter Grant 
looked at us attentively and waved his hand. His gaze lingered for a moment on my face. Something like a small 
glimmer of reminders flashed through his face . Then he went to his duties . At the same time, Miss Flowers 
and myself, sat again on the couch. The manager ordered dinner for musicians and technicians, which was to 
be delivered at any moment . We were invited . Robert came to us and apologized that no one is taking care of 
us , but they planned to work not more than two hours after dinner. Soon it turned out that it was more than 
two hours, but we didn't complain. That was so interesting, we were aware of the fact that they allowed us to 
watch something special. We didn't feel hunger. Drinks were all we needed Miss Flowers has changed. She lost 
her stiffness, which she had to present at school. She has become a lively , happy young woman. Once or twice 
, when we were listening to the newly recorded pieces, she grabbed my hands, staring at Jim as if he was a 


saint. She wasn't even aware of that. 


During a break, sweaty Bonzo emerged from behind his great drum set and walked over to us, stretching 
powerfully. 


"Am | mistaken? Or it is our litle, lost girl ?", he bellowed loudly, smiling at the same time broadly. | nodded, 
and he hugged me to his chest in a gesture of welcome. | was gasping for breath in this bear hug. 


| hope you haven't had any troubles after that party in the hotel?" he asked. 
| was surprised with such a cordial welcome from him. On the ill-fated party | didn't have much contact with 


him. He remembered me, though. That was nice. | assured him that everything was fine. Once again | felt my 


teacher's questioning look on me. | smiled apologetically and introduced her to the drummer. 
"John, this is Miss Flowers, my TEACHER" , | said the latter through clenched teeth. He began to croak. 


"Damn .. Okay, | won't say another word! " He put his finger on his lips. "What is the name of Miss Flowers?" , 


he asked. 


"My name is Rose," she replied, and held out her hand to Bonzo. He ignored the gesture and gave her a mighty 
bear hug. 


"Rose, you're beautifull" Bonzo shouted it so loud that attracted the attention of others. 


Jimmy again fixed his eyes on my teacher. He lit a cigarette and smoke hid his face. | grabbed her hand and 
pushed towards him. She stumbled and | had to support her. 


"Hello, Jimmy,” | said politely to the guitarist. 

"Good afternoon, Venus from the foam", he answered not looking at me at all. 
‘Jimmy, this is miss Flowers, my teacher," | introduced her once again. 

"Hello Rose," murmured Jimmy. " Would you like to keep me company at the supper?" 


Well, Miss Flowers drifted in his direction as if attracted by invisible magnet. | was alone. | stood there and | 
was looking a little helplessly around. Then, someone took my hand and hugged his cheek to mine. It was not 
hard to guess who it was. Long, wavy, soft hair tickled my face and the herbal scent surrounded me. The one 


that | remembered from years before, when Robert kissed my forehead goodbye. 


5 Hey, don't stand here so alone. Come, | promised you that this trip will be successful. Sit next to me , we'll 
talk." And he led me to the table where, meanwhile, waiters left food delivered from a restaurant . He was 
the one who was keeping the conversation flawing. He asked me about plans for the holidays , and asked how 
am | doing at school. It seemed that he fell into the role of my older cousin. | was telling him about some 
funny situations that have occurred in our school , because even there was a place for antics. He was laughing 
of my tales . Sometimes he was talking with somebody else too, but always returning to me. Then he told me 
where he recently was , what he had seen , told me about a few books that he had read . | read one of them, 
too, so for a moment we had a small quarrel about main character. | gesticulated furiously which was 
happening to me when | was particularly passionately deep in discussion. He looked at me amused. When | 
realized that he provoked me , | wanted to take offence on him , but | couldn't . He leaned over to me and 
kissed me gently on the lips. It was a very brief kiss. Barely begun, already ended. My lips reacted with a delay 
. | wanted to kiss him back , but Robert's lips were already away . He touched my face and put unruly strand 
of hair behind my ear. His eyes were smiling. Then, as if nothing had happened , went back to eating . | looked 
at the other end of the table where Miss Flowers sat next to Jim. She was staring at me and Robert stunned. 


| felt that | should tell her this and that , when they come back now to recording. 
When we sat again on the couch, | started : 


"Miss Flowers .. " 


" Please, call me Rose, Monica . It will be probably more natural in this situation ..", she interrupted me. 


| was hesitated a little, but she was right. It was ridiculous to address her ‘Miss Flowers’ in a situation we 
were. | told her about my second meeting with Robert and the band. | explained to her meaning of Bonzo's 
question, and why they kept calling me ‘Venus from the foam’. She nodded and said that it seemed to her from 
the beggining that there must be something more in this whole story, but she didn't have a clue what would it 
be. She also said that she understood why | didn't want to tell her this, and promised that | will not be 
betrayed . 


" Anyway, how would |, Monica ? Thanks to you, my most hidden dreams bacame true! But | ask you for the 
same. Nobody, not even Joan, can find out about this, what is going on here. I'm afraid that if it ever reached 
Mrs. Johnson's ears, | ‘d have to change the job. | would never find work in New England again, Monica. But | 


must ask you.. ls there.. something more between you and Mr. Plant ? | mean.. Robert ? " 


| denied, of course, because it was the truth . Nothing binds us but mutual - | hope - liking . From some 
unknown for me reason, he decided to find me in school and redress me for something that didn't require 
redressing. | was happy about this, but what guided him - | had no idea, to be honest . Miss Flowers , Rose, as 
a teacher, was worried by that kiss during the supper . This gave her a basis to think that we know each 
other a little better , than | tried to convince her . | explained to her that it was a surprise to me too, that | 


neither expect , nor provoked such behaviour on his part. She believed me. 


She was delighted with Jimmy's behaviour . He told her about the magic of Crowley . He was as gallant as he 
could. But she hasn't seen him yet after drugs. | had. | decided though not to tell her anything about it. If she 
had to experience it, | didn't want to be involved. We sat next to each other , as teenage friends. We were 
chatting about them. She began to admire how beautiful are Jimmy's eyes, how warm is his voice , how well- 
read he is, etc. 

She was making me laugh, but then | was a teenager myself , so | was no stranger to her prattle . | laughed of 
myself also. Her interest in Jim gave me the confidence that she won't be interested in Robert. The complex 


structures of thoughts were swarming in my teenage mind. 


The work was ended not two hours later, but four. In front of the studio, three cars were waiting for us. 
Robert, Jimmy, Richard Cole , Bonzo and the two of us packed into the first one. In the second sat Peter Grant 
and Zeppelins lawyer who had to discuss some issues with manager. In the third drove three technicians and 
three girls. John Paul Jones took a cab to the hotel where his wife was waiting for him. They celebrated a 
family occasion and didn't necessarily need the rest of this "human zoo", as sometimes Zeppelin guys spoke 
about themselves and their " court" . Both of us, Miss Flowers and me, tried to push them to tell us where 
we were going to, but they didn't want to say. We were kidnapped. Jimmy opened the bottle of very expensive 
champagne and poured everyone a glass. | looked at the teacher. She leaned toward me and said quietly :" This 
weekend doesn't exist .. ". | read this as a statement that everything is permitted , as long as it's within reason 
and not having unpleasant consequences which could not be denied. | dipped my lips in sparkling, golden liquid. It 
was as good as the one | drank in the hotel. Jimmy was refilling our glasses from time to time, but | was 


sipping slowly. | didn't want these bubbles to fuddle my brain 


The atmosphere in the car was great. We laughed a lot, champagne helped us to relax . Miss Flowers was 
sitting next to Jim embraced with his arm. He was rubbing her cheek and mouth with his nose. | didn't know 
where to look in such a situation . After all , it was hard for me to forget that in two days, or even less, we 


must return to the student - teacher relation . 


The Darkness 


After two hours of driving through the center, we arrived at the place about another hour later. It was a 
small house, a fully fenced property. Most of its area was planted with forest . Thus, despite the relative 
proximity of the city, we had the impression of intimacy, cut off from the world. Fence and cameras 
guaranteed that no one could get in there uninvited . It was a big adventage for people so popular as they 
were. One of the technicians brought our bags inside. It turned out that each of us got our own room. Small , 
furnished only with bed, a night table and an armchair. Not much, but comfortably enough to spend one night 


there without any complains. 


Three-quarters of the surface of the ground floor was occupied by living room with huge fireplace and sofas. 
Despite its size, it looked very cozy. | was delighted. | went to see the other rooms. The kitchen was not very 
large, but very functionally arranged . All worktops were occupied by food delivered from restaurant - packed 
and marked , so we knew what was inside. | though that it would be a big party. | searched cabinets looking for 
tea. | found various kinds. There were lemons, honey and sugar too. | poured water to the kettle. Suddenly, | 
saw a man dressed in a white uniform with logo of the restaurant on it. He said that | didn't have to bother 
myself to the kitchen, it was suffice to say what | wanted . He and other waiters were there to help guests . | 
thanked him and asked for a cup of tea with lemon and honey. | said he didn't have to do that for me , I'd 
rather do it by myself , its no problem for me, but he smiled and said that it was his job, after all. So, | 
meekly went to the living room, waiting for waiter to bring me my tea Peter Grant and Bonzo were sitting 


there already. They were talking. When | entered, both laughed . 


" Excuse me, can | join you? " | asked shyly. Bonzo slapped on the seat next to him with his hand, with 


invitation. Peter was looking at me searchingly. 


"Robert had invited you. | wonder why?" he said finally. | cannot say that it was very nice. Again, | felt like a 
child, which probably was not very far from the truth, after all 


"Because she's an extraordinary young lady, Peter. | love talking to her, and besides, she was not having too 
much fun during our previous meeting. So, | decided to redeem", replied Robert, who had just walked into the 
living room holding big towel on his arm. "I'm looking for a free bathroom. In that one next to my room, 
someone is taking a bath now. " 

"You got shower in your room", said Bonzo. 


"| need to take a bath, not a shower", replied Robert. 


"You can use mine" said Peter, and almost lying down on Bonzo, pushed his big paw into his trouser's pocket 


and pulled out the key to the room. 


" How come you have a private bathroom, you smartass ? " Robert asked, raising his eyebrows high up . " 


"And why wouldn't | ? " 


" Because everyone gets what he deserves. Go to the bathroom , and we'll take care of your girlfriend ", 


replied Grant. 


Robert tossed his unruly curls from his forehead and went to take a bath. Big man turned to me with 
predatory grin. 


" It seems that Percy saw something in you . God knows what , because you are that young. | do not know if 
you realize what you're getting into. You won't get free from Percy now. And I'm not a nanny for groupies, so 
don't come to me afterwards with tears " , he growled . | didn't know what to answer. He was scary. 

What did that mean that | won't get free from Robert? After all, he was not a madman, just a smiling, 
positive, cheerful guy ! Peter lift his huge body from the couch and went somewhere, leaving me baffled. 


Bonzo was watching him going away, rocking glass of beer on his knee. 


" Don't listen to the Fat Man. Robert is my friend since our childhood. When he says he likes you , it means he 


likes you . You're attracting him too , it's obvious. " Damn blush again came to my cheeks . 


"You're not a kid anymore , you know what's going on here", he continued , sipping from time to time from 


the glass and wiping his mustache from a beer foam with back of his hand . 


" Remember, he will never force you to anything . But don't manipulate him. If you don't want to do something 


, Tell him right away. " 


"What do you mean? What do | want or not want to do? "| didn't quite understand his message . | could not 
imagine that Robert , whom | knew, would want something from me that | wouldn't like to do. Yes, | was young, 
but not a kid anymore. But | still had no idea of many things. | had built in my mind the romantic image of 
Robert, as a man from a dream, but that's all . The thing that he kissed me, changed my thinking of him, but | 
still considered him untouchable for me. | wanted to talk to him, but | was scared that | won't be a match for 
him with my knowledge. | wanted to present myself well , so as he wouldn't regret that he took me to this 
place . It came to me finally, that those people gathered here could treat me like a child when it turned out 
that | came here with my teacher. Wow , like a child with a nanny ...! | hid my face in hands . A gloomy mood 
caught me. | wanted to get out of there, walk outside, but | didn't know if | could . Nobody was stopping me 
after all, but | felt strange there, as a quests at parents’ friends home, where is not proper to peep in every 


corner, at least without permission. 


"He likes me..2" That's all | managed to say. | think, | didn't have a wise face expression. Bonzo was smiling under 


his mustache, at least so | thought. 
"You bet! Can't you see this? Have you ever been dating with any other guy before?" he asked. | didn't answer, 
but he guessed that | haven't. He shook his head in disbelief and drank rest of the beer from a glass, 


muttering to himself, "Poor Percy ..” 


| didn't intend to inquire him for anything more. A man in a white uniform brought me my tea and put it on 


the table in front of us. Bonzo leaned over to sniff. 


"Robert also likes Earl Grey with honey and lemon’, he remarked. | brought myself a few pastries from the 
table and offered Bonzo one. He took it and ate it in the blink of an eye. | was hungry too. People slowly began 
to gather in the living room, waiting for supper. Miss Flowers also came in. With blush on her cheeks and 


trembling hands. | told her that she can order something to drink or to eat in the kitchen. She didn't want to 
go, but | saw that she glanced hungrily toward my tea. | handed her a cup. She eagerly accepted it. 


"Oh God , l'm delighted to be here " she whispered to me. The smile didn't want to leave her face. | wondered 
what caused her quivering. | suspected that it was Jimmy behind it. He just slowly walked into the living room , 
slightly stooped , with a cigarette between his long fingers. Miss Flowers, as well as the other girls, was 
watching his every move. Richard Cole made himself a drink and went to the kitchen to talk with the chef. 
Appetising smells began to assert from the kitchen Someone turned on the music, it got loud and crowded. 
Jimmy sat next to Miss Flowers and held a lively conversation with her. My need for a breath of fresh air 
has increased immeasurably . Spring evening's chill crept into the park surrounding the building. | embraced 
myself with arms and went down the path between wild roses . Mosquitos were flying around, but it didn't 
bother me. | strolled slowly, celebrating the thought that | was there with the most popular rock band of all 
times, that | could spend some time with them , to talk , to laugh , to participate in this part of their lives , 
which is available only to a small group of people. 

| shared Miss Flowers’ opinion: | also was delighted to be there. | was frozen to the bone, so | decided to get 
back. House smelled not only of the food , but | could also smelled incense, some herbs, maybe herbal tea, 
cigarette smoke and perfume. Supper was in progress. | took something what looked like a kind of goulash and 
sat down on the side with plate on my lap. | ate slowly and watched the others. Girls , | noticed almost 
immediately , were not as intrusive as some of those seen by me earlier. 

They could be loud , but not vulgar. That weekend probably wasn't their first in this company. They felt 
completely at ease and talked with all as they were doing this many times before. All of them were older than 
me by quite a few years. | looked around, trying to find Robert , but he still didn't show up. It was almost an 


hour since he went to bath. 


Miss Flowers ate chicken wings and Jimmy was staring at her , as if he wanted to eat her instead of dishes 
that rested on his plate. Again and again he was stroking her forearm , and she then smiled shyly. 


When | finished, | put the plate aside and went to look for Richard Cole. He was in the kitchen asking the chefs 
to indicate him the place of storage of the wood. He wanted to send someone of the roadies to bring it in and 
then tell them to ignite a fire in fireplace . | asked him if he had seen Robert . He denied. | said that Peter gave 
him the key of his bedroom so he could take a bath there. He told me where was that room, and warned me 
not to enter without knocking , because if the " Fat Man " would be inside, he would get mad. He didn't have to 


tell me that. | couldn't imagine to enter to closed room without knocking . 


| knocked then and entered when heard Robert's loud "It's open". 


Protect more of yc 


SE 


The situation was known to me, although from the reverse side. Robert was lying in the bathtub with the lamp 


lights off. Darkness was distracted only by two tottering flames of candles standing in the melted wax on the 
edge of the tub. The air was scented with soap and a damp fog. Robert had wet hair, which straightened and 
seemed to be, at the meager light, as if they were almost black. A strange view, indeed. Only then it could be 
seen how long they were. You couldn't tell, when they were dry and curly. | sat on the lowered toilet lid, as he 
used to in my bathroom. We smiled at each other. | tried not to stare too much at water in the tub, because 


Robert hasn't bathed in foam, oh no. Water was clear. 

"Aren't you hungry?" | asked, to break the silence finally. "Downstairs is a whole lot of delicious things” 
"I'm starving, but | needed to lay a little in the water. Soon Ill get out", he said 

"Can you hand me a towel, please?" 


| reached for a big bath towel and handed it to him just in time to not have to watch his naked body. Exactly 
in the moment he stood up. | turned back so as not to embarrass him, or rather - not embarrass myself. He 
dried himself quickly, wrapped towel around his hips and grabbed my hand. 


"Come to my room. I'll get dressed quickly and we'll go down for supper." He pulled me along to his room a few 
doors away. He rummaged briefly in his big bag and pulled out a clean pair of jeans and a t-shirt. Then again, 
pulled me by the hand and we ran like a couple of kids down the stairs. 


"Ooooh .. a monster emerged from his hiding place in water?", someone joked. Robert roared in response. 


The evening was fantastic, we all had fun , ate and drank what we were served . Of course, there were drugs. 
Jimmy and Robert were disappearing from time to time from the living room and when they were back, they 

looked.. different, in barely perceptible way. | must admit that | was also offered a " herbal " cigarette , which 
| didn't refuse. Robert almost never left my side , if not counting when he had to visit toilet, or left with Jim . 
The music was played louder and louder, Robert sang some stupid songs , Richard was fooling around with 


Bonzo. | felt hot , almost burning. | took off my sweater, and left only in a thin top. 


And then, all of the sudden, the lights went out . They was not too intrusive before anyway, we've lighted only 
a few small lamps. Not much, but just enough to see faces of others and not to stumble against furniture. 
Now was completely dark , if not counting the red glow from the fireplace . The fire was not regularly feeded, 
so faded some time ago. A cry of disappointment broke out from our throats. The music stopped, someone 
loudly demanded candles. One of the waiters came out from the kitchen, carrying some candles and matches. 


The boys placed them here and there. 


"Just do not burn down the house!" the voice of Grant boomed over the hubbub. First flames blazed, it was 


getting better. 


"Well, now we need music’, said one of the girls." Is there anyone who knows how to play the guitar or sing ? " 


We laughed. 


"Everyone will get a chance,’ replied Robert. "You first. Wait for a moment!". He pointed the girl who spoke and 


went somewhere. Few minutes later, he came back, carrying one of Jimmy's guitars. 
"You know what's going to happen to you, if you destroy it?" Jimmy asked rhetorically. 


Robert just waved his hand reassuringly. He sat down on the floor, took a slug of wine from a glass standing 


down there and began to strum some tune. Jim grimaced mercilessly, but he said nothing. 


"No, man.. no-one would take you to the band" , Bonzo tapped him on the shoulder and sat next to Robert . He 
began to tap a fast rhythm on his knee . Robert started to play rock and roll. The girl picked up the tune and 
sang. She had a weak voice, but sang in tune. Robert hummed under his nose, confusing chords from time to 


time. That was funny, until he pointed at me and expected me to sing. 


"Come on, Monica, you can sing, I've heard youl" That was a voice of my teacher. | intoned the beginning of the 
Rolling Stones’ song. Several people booed me, but mostly from the contrariness, and they were silenced. | sang 
louder and bolder. Robert also played more smoothly. When | finished, | pointed next person and how it all went. 
Everyone sang whatever they wanted, and Robert was trying to accompany them. By the sixth or seventh 
person, Jimmy finally lost his cold blood and firmly took away his guitar from Robert's hands. 


"Please, never, EVER, do it again, when I'm around, ok?" , he said, and Bonzo burst out with laughter . 


Robert said that he felt offended and didn't have a clue what Jimmy was talking about. He raised his hands in 
gesture of surrender and promised that henceforth he won't touch the instrument. Jimmy tenderly stroked 
guitar's soundbox, as if wanted to wipe Roberts fingerprints from it's surface. He leaned over and played . 
Sounds were flowing fast , composing into the bluesy wail . All of us sat quietly and listened the cry of Delta in 
blinking, red light of dying fire. Robert was humming under his breath but then, he sang . It was an old song. A 
song, as he told me later, was played by them during rehearsals, or when they were looking for inspiration 


That night, in the dark house, beside the fireplace and in a haze of drugs, it sounded like it was written by God 


himself . Tears filled my eyes and rolled down my cheeks. 


Miss Flowers was lying on the floor on her back next to Jim , looking at him from time to time, from the 
bottom . She closed her eyes and was looking like she was asleep , but when he finished playing, she opened 
them. They were glittering like diamonds. | was sure that she was tempted to take stimulants other than 
alcohol. 

All of our companions sat on the floor or couches standing nearby. We gathered around the fire, like primitive 
creatures, when they gathered to warm up and spin ancient tales. This amazing spirit of the past, was flying 
above us , | felt it so clearly, that it seemed that | could see it and catch it. Jimmy leaned over and kissed 
Miss Flowers straight on the lips. It was long, very erotic kiss. My cheeks were burning. A sense of unreality 
returned. | snuck into the party for adults, where, in general, | shouldn't be. Someone lit a joint and passed it 
around. When my turn came, | dragged deeply and passed it to Robert. He dragged twice and then another one 
time. Then he leaned over to me and surrounded my lips with his, blowing into my lungs another dose of the 
drug. The world slowed down. As it was before, when | unknowingly took drug in hotel, during our previous 
meeting. However, this time | didn't feel bad. On the contrary, | was seized by the blissful feeling of relaxation 
and happiness. | smiled at Robert , and he kissed me again. This time for real, as I've dreamed about it . As yet 
no one kissed me in my seventeen years of life. He hugged me with one arm and firmly pulled to himself. 

An incredible veil of his hair hid us. His tongue slipped into my mouth . His lips crushed my lips , teeth bit 
them gently , causing me incredible pleasure . He purred with satisfaction , | heard it clearly. | also heard 
other, more noticeable sigh . | looked around and | couldn't believe my eyes . On the couch next to us, a couple 
was making love. It was one of the girls who came with us and the man, whom | didn't recognize , because his 
face was covered by a girl. | took a glance at Miss Flowers, but surprisingly, she didn't pay attention to it. She 
laid still on her back next to Jimmy , reaching out her arms high behind the head, so that they disappeared 
under his shirt. His hand wandered lazily back and forth across her torso , devoting particular attention to her 
magnificent breasts . The other hand clutched his guitar . At the fireplace stood an old , probably antique clock 
. | looked at it, it was three in the night . Time fled to an unknown destination . It made me sad that it's Sunday 
already, and I'd need to go back to school, to everyday life. | didn't know how to do it. 


| couldn't get rid of this thought, seething in my, slowed by the drug, mind. Robert didn't have a clue what | 
was thinking about, but he must had noticed my suddenly sad face expression, because he stood up a little 
shakily, and pulled me behind. He took with him one of the burning candles, stuck to the plate with melted wax . 
We walked up the stairs holding hands and walked into his room. We stood face to face, looking at each other 
very seriously. Finally, he reached out and stroked my breasts jutting from under thin top . | flinched as if 
pierced by electricity . Robert slowly took off his shirt, bowed his head and looked at me from behind of his 
hair, flowing on his forehead and eyes, hiding the greater part of the face. His look reminded me of a hunting 
predator's look | wasn't scared, though . | trembled with emotions. | was waiting for what was going to happen. 
| wanted to cling to his body, but | was waiting for his move. He hooked a finger on straps of my top and 
pulled them down, first one , then the other. After a moment | stood in front of him naked to the waist. | was 


not ashamed . | just wanted to take a quick shower. 
"Touch me , don't be afraid " he said very quietly. | touched his chest with my fingertips. 


| wandered with pleasure between delicate, fair hair growing on it. Instinct told me what to do. Robert was 


much taller than me , so it was easy for me to kiss his chest and to tease his nipples with tongue. He groaned 
with pleasure and gently pulled my head closer, entangled his fingers in my hair. | already knew for sure that 
l'm on the right track | stroked his sides and back , kissed his belly, leaned to the navel still scented with soap. 
He grabbed me under the chin , forced to straighten up and kissed me on the lips. He kissed my eyelids , nose, 
ears , neck . | made a step back and took off my pants and underwear. He tilted his head slightly and stared. | 
opened the door to bathroom which was shared with the contiguous room, and for a moment | was stunned . 
The second bathroom door that led into the next room, were open. Right next to them stood chair on which 
sat Jimmy Page. Totally naked. Between his spread thighs knelt, also naked, Miss Flowers. Extremely occupied, 
didn't notice me. However, Jimmy was seating almost exactly opposite me. One of his hands was located on the 
bobbing head of Miss Flowers. His eyes, when he looked at me unexpectedly, were shining like dark opals. He 
reached out the other hand slowly and shut the bathroom door with a quiet thud. It didn't seem like he was 
displeased with the fact that | saw them. On the contrary - | felt that it gave him some kind of strange 
satisfaction. That thought came to my mind in one second and in next one, it was already gone. Probably, it was 


only my imagination He shut the door, anyway. Didn't he? 


| jumped under the shower. Cool water took my breath away for a moment , but it got better after a while. | 
thought, | needed cooling. Soaped generously, | was breathing with pleasure a fresh scent of soap. Suddenly, 


arms surrounded me from the back. Robert followed me to the shower cabin. 


"Venus from the foam .." , he muttered into my ear . He slowly spread soapy foam on my stomach, back, 
breasts - slippery, not easy to embrace, even though they were not big at all. When he reached down between 
my legs, | groaned . That was a feeling that | was not expecting . | embraced his neck and pulled his head to my 
neck. He kissed me, not caring about foam, which entered his mouth. On my back, above the buttocks | felt 
something which | immediately recognized and linked with illustrations which we were shown on biology lessons 
at school. | was curious how a naked man actually looks like. This may sound strange now, but in the mid- 
seventies , at age of seventeen , | didn't know it yet. Robert turned off the water and handed me a towel. He 
watched as | was drying myself , and | secretly watched him. | had no idea that so it all looked like. It was a 
long time later, when | found out that not every man was built like Robert Plant . Unfortunately. 


We went into the bedroom. He put me on the bedspread, leaned on his elbow while lying next to me. Slowly, 
very slowly approached to my chest and began to kiss. So slowly, as if he expected that | will protest. | had no 
such intention My hand went alone down his belly, to find this, what interested me so much. Robert was 
ready, very ready. He parted his thighs, so | could caress him more comfortably. | didn't realize before that it 
could be so incredibly sexy, but also sensitive to touch. Under the tips of my fingers | felt goosebumps on his 


skin | even asked if he was cold, but he just quietly laughed. "No, baby, | do not feel cold .." 


| still had in my mind that view of Miss Flowers kneeling between Page's thighs. | knew what she was doing. My 
school mates and myself, not once, not twice read in secret erotic or even almost pornographic stories, which 
were smuggled from time to time to our school from the collections of somebody's older brother or cousin . 
Many of us had later erotic dreams, in connection with it. For the first time, however, | saw with my own 
eyes how to do it for real . | wanted to convince myself on my own what was it feel like. | leaned over the big, 
stiffen up penis of Robert's. He brushed hair falling on my face and held it . The expression of surprise flashed 
across his face when | first took it into my mouth. Then he felt bliss. His nostrils were twitching, eyes 


darkened . | was no longer watching him, because | wanted to take a closer look on his intimate anatomy and 
focus on delivering him pleasure. 

It turned out that the practice is not as simple as it seemed, only by reading. | knew that | was not quite 
delicate, because sometimes Robert clenched his hand on my hair and hissed out of pain when | accidentally 
caught him on my tooth . After some time, however, | think | got how it should be done. Anyway, Robert led 
me gently through it. 

Sometimes he told me to stop, he didn't want to come yet. All of this was turning me on, more and more. 
Unknowingly to myself | began to moan. A certain thought came to my mind that the force of nature is 
remarkable, that with the force of a bulldozer pushes people to extend the genre. Finally, | pulled away from 
him a bit and straightened. He kissed me very deeply, passionately. His tongue drilled down my throat. | climbed 
up and sat on his lap. | was squirming, trying to mount his horse, but he wasn't eager to make it easier for 
me. | couldn't understand it. Every part of my body wanted to unite with Robert, to become one with him. It 


was extraordinary. But he was apparently withdrawing. 
"Love me," | whispered in his ear. 


" | can't, you're so young .." he breathed into my ear. However, his actions did not follow hand in hand with 
the words. He put me quite out of the sudden on my back, pulled the pillow out from under bed covers and 
lifting me up with one of his hands , shoved the pillow under my buttocks with the other one. He grabbed my 
legs and bent them in knees, while spreading wide on the sides . He dove between them. | was embarrassed by 
this for a while, but it soon gave way to another feeling . | screamed arched as his tongue slipped inside me. 
His long , still slightly wet and cold after shower hair were stroking the inside of my thighs. 

His tongue was moving quickly, licked and teased my clitoris. This couldn't compare to anything | experienced so 
far. Robert frenzied. He was kissing my whole body, returning to the secret source of my delight from time to 
time. | felt that something new and grand is coming. | was squirming under him like crazy , | felt that it will 


soon explode. 


" Robert , | beg you ..!" | howled | could no longer stand it . He stared at me for a few seconds with 
narrowed eyes. Those seconds stretched out in my woozy mind, so it seemed to me that | could almost watch 
thought process that occurred in his head. He finally made a decision and reached with his hand between my 
thighs. His fingers crept up in me so deeply that | felt pain and he - a resistance. For a moment, he was 
rubbing me there, and then grabbed his big penis and placed it in me shallowly . | held my breath in 
anticipation. Robert advised me to breathe deeply. When | started doing it, he gently shoved his penis to the 
inside. My muscles, clenched in defense reflex at the beginning, gradually relaxed . They accustomed to this 
strange feeling of stretching inside. All this madness around us slowed . He leaned over my breast and sucked 
my nipple, squeezing the other one, aware of how much pleasure it gives me . When | was relaxed and | did not 
expect this , Robert shoved into me deeply. | cried when the pain tore me up inside , but Robert did not stop . 
He was pushing, and | was opening for him. Finally, he straightened up, wasn't crushing me with his body 
anymore. Slightly pulled back, grabbed my still raised, resting on the pillow, hips. He watched fascinated as my 


lower red lips were releasing his hammer of Thor. 


"Did | hurt you much?" he asked with a changed voice. 


"No", | denied, telling the truth. Pain didn't matter for me. "| want you again ..” 


He gripped my hips tighter and pulled them closer. My thighs spread so widely that it could cause tendon 


rupture, as | thought for a moment. 


"You're so tiny, so tiny and tight .." he choked, when he once again shoved himself in me. Then he put his 
fingers on my stomach and teased my clitoris with his thumb. Great, binge orgasm fell on me like a bolt from 
the blue. | felt throbbing cramps in the lower abdomen. Robert felt it too, because suddenly slipped out of me 
and rubbed twice on my pubic, then exploded on my belly. | felt his semen sprayed on it. Robert grabbed my 
breasts and squeezed them tight. He fell on my body shaken by spasms and sucked my nipples until | felt the 
pain. | embraced his hips with my legs. We both gasped for air as runners after completing the marathon. We 
were all wet and slithered in intimate secretions of our bodies. Robert kissed me again. He tasted with my 
juices, but to my surprise, it didn't bother me. | tightly clasped his neck and hugged him. He tenderly and gently 


kissed my neck 
| hope you can forgive me" he whispered, "I didn't want to cause you a pain. You're so tender .." 


"| have nothing to forgive. It was wonderful. Bit hurt, but | wanted that. Guess | still want to," | said, blushing 


at the same time. 


| didn't know when my shyness disappeared. Robert laughed and said that we could try a little later. Meanwhile, 
the lights of the sunrise crept through the window into our room. | didn't want this day to come! 
Unfortunately, it was already happening. Muffled screams issued from the room behind the wall. Apparently, 
Miss Flowers also wasn't sleeping. We looked at each other knowingly and Robert hugged me to him, and 


covered us with blanket. | collapsed into sleep. It was as good as never before in my life. 


When we woke up, it was noon. | stared for a moment at Robert lying next to me on the back and sleeping with 
his mouth slightly ajar. He breathed deeply and quietly. One leg was bent at the knee and taken out from under 
the covers. Gently, so as not to wake him up, | stroke his thigh and delicate, blonde hair growing on it. | moved 
my hand slowly up, higher and higher, until it slid under the covers and | found the doer of my nocturnal 

delights. It still looked impressive, for my taste. Then, Robert grabbed my hand quickly. He must have woken up 


a moment before and he was just lying there with eyes closed, enjoying my slow journey through his body. 


"Good morning," he croaked, "Where is this little hand going?", he asked, pulling it from under the covers and 


kissed my fingers. 


" | just wanted to see if it all was not a dream "| replied , putting my hand in the previous location. This time 
he didn't discuss. He put blanket aside and let me to caress him gently. He's reaction was quick. | was amazed 
watching his penis literally swolling in front of my eyes when | was holding it in my hand. | wanted to take it 
again into my mouth , but Robert stopped me . 


"This is the most enjoyable after a bath " he said. 


Now his hand caressed me down there . Again, | was flooded with juices. After a while, Robert was in me again 
. This time was even better than the first one. | didn't feel any pain , only undisturbed enjoyment . Robert 
timidly asked if we could make love from behind. | wondered what it feels like. | agreed willingly. He joked that 
this way we will come through entire Kama Sutra in two days. Unfortunately, we didn't have those two days. 
We were making love slowly, enjoying every moment. He leaned back against the headboard of the bed and sat 
me down on his lap. His penis went in very deeply, so deeply that | didn't think it was possible. Robert was a 
good teacher . He patiently taught me how to relax and gently penetrated me deeper and deeper. He asked me 
if | could clench my muscles . After a while | understood what he was asking for. | did it . He was delighted . He 
had a delicate blush on his cheeks. His eyes stared at me intently. He observed my every grimace , every 
gesture . | fell in love with him. It became clear to me at that very moment. Suddenly, | felt sad. All of this will 


soon be over , because each of us will go our own way . 


Meanwhile, however, Robert chased away my sorrows . We both finished almost simultaneously. He was very 
caring. Unfortunately, finally came time to get out of bed and go down for breakfast, even if it was rather 
time for lunch. Fortunately, electricity was switched on in the night. Not, that we noticed it. Candles were 
enough for us. We both took a shower, and | went to my room, which | didn't even used, to find fresh clothes 


to wear. When | went out dressed , | met Miss Flowers. 


" Good morning .. Rose," | said, and blushed recalling what | witnessed yesterday . She looked at me 
embarrassed . She grabbed me by the arm and we went downstairs together. Some people already sat there, 


sipping fresh coffee and eating breakfast. Miss Flowers sat down next to me and we too started to eat. 
" Monica.. | understand that .. this what happened here .. stays between us ? " she asked softly. 


"Between us and misters Plant and Page ", | replied her, smiling broadly. She opened her mouth, but said 
nothing. Sure she did in thoughts her examination of conscience , wondering what she could do, or say or what 
| could see. She also said nothing when Robert came to the table, sat next to me and kissed me on the lips , 


this time not as innocently as the day before, in the studio. 


Time passed incredibly quickly. It was afternoon already, and by IO pm. | had to go back to the dorm . Previous 
day seemed to be a dream. Very unrealistic dream. But every dream has its end. We packed up and got into 
the limousine. On the way back we didn't talk much. Not much of this joyous mood of the road in the opposite 
direction left . 

Miss Flowers sat in front of us with Jimmy, who embraced her with his arm and she was listening passively 
to what he was rarely whispering to her in a low voice, so that only she could hear it. Robert settled himself 
comfortably on the back seat, and also embraced me with his arm, affectionately hugging to his chest. He was 
rubbing his cheek on my cheek and forehead, kissing me gently from time to time, or rather rubbing me with 


his lips, than actually kissing. 


The return to school duties was very hard. But time showed that our next meeting was.. close. 


